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IN THE TOWN OF VANITY.

All in Ihe town of Vanlty

I loiter through the lusty Falr,
And choose some fairings (or 15 COAT—
A unkling jowel for her aar,

A ribban for her golden hair,

And oll this day, since morning davwnoed,
My dear hath stood st yonder booth,
And hagglod with her gontle ale
Aboatl some dainty stuflf 10 wear
Thai suils her beauty and her youlh.

All 7 the town of Vaulty

My love and | were bhotn and bred;
Our childhiood at the Falr was spent;
Unto it for a school we wout;

Within it all our proayers were sald.

And there we aarly learned to sesk
Those fairings thal for sach wore moeoal

1 hargalned most for wealth and place,

My love for bonhons, siik and laoe—
Those trifling swectings of the sweelk

Hut some way, now wo've 1a'en to love,
And loceller ech other seo,

This aplendid famous Falr of ourn,

1ts booths heaped up with gold and flowers,
Booms wourisomoe 10 her and me.

For in this town of Vanliy,

And in this Far, the trulh 1o tell,
All treasares guickly Beel away,
All roses wither tn a day,

And not ene falring "dureth well

And of our npture now we love,

And over from ourselyos have past,
Wir can not help, so tenderly,
Itor my love, and she for me,

To wish some Dlessing that shall last.

We halfl (neline the town to leave,

And pilgrim o'or the plains afar,
Our Moss tlownrd the wosterm sky,
E'en to thoas pleasant hills that le

Along 1the blue hoplzan bar,

But in this 1own of Vanity
I prithea ot no lnortal know,
Liess wo should meot the grievouas end
That did one Faithiul, Christian's Iriead,
in Vanity long time oo,

Ah! surely out of Vanlty
My lovo and 1 to flee engnge,
When she hath booght somowhat 10 wear,
Anit I gold treasare, at the Fulr,
To serve us (n our pilgrimnge,
—Mary E, Wilkine, in Harper'a Bosar,
‘-

GRAN'MA'S NEW HOUSE.

A Burprise Prepared For a Dear
Old Mother.

Tho folks out here have had enough

to do this summer watching and work-
ing over their ¢reps of hay and barley
mnd corn, praying for rain to fall and
for raln to cease, carrying butter and
vggs o market, and so forth. But
they have takeon time every now and

then when they have moet st the store
to tulk over the matter of Timothy
Bolton's new houge. It is the first gew
house that has been built in Tamarack
in fourteen years, and it is o serious

matter. There are big, strapping
boys here doing men's work who
noyver saw a yvellow shingle befors in
their lives. They have becn suppos-
Ing all along that shingles were nlways

of that dull, drab, westher color that
thoy nppear Lo the old houses.
And they never knew that s
shingle foot and a half long.
How copld they know it when they
hnd pever seen mors than four inches
of one In thoir lives?

“What nro they thin at one end ford"
nuleed Dencon Bibb's boy one dny.

“*No'a the water’il run off,” replied
one of the carpentors,

“Oh, ves," sald the boy, and he does
nol know to thig day why the carpen-
tors nll haw-hawed so loudly.

Thoe way Tim came to build the new
house was: His mothoer, Gean'ma Bol-
ion, ns all the folks eall her, went back

b om
ll('fn:“_‘
wWas 0

East lnst spring to visit around smong
hersisters and the fow old friends that
wera #till alive in Vermont—to see
thoem nll onee more before they died,
s sho sadd. It was Tim's doings.
Gran'ma dida't bellave ghe could ever
in the world make up her mind to take
sunch n long trip nnd be nway from
homs n whole summer, but Tim is a
ro-ahend follow and when he set his
mind on it lust Inll it wos pretty sure
o come oul thad WLy, 'I‘lhl !‘x.".(i |\l'r']]
to the elty & good denl, and clear to
New York once, nnd the world didn'
goom =0 bl t0o him as it did te
frran’mn, who had lived right here in
the old houss since long belore Tim
wis born.

Well, gran’ma got away early in
April ond in less than a week Tim had
sOome carpoantors out from the l.';l‘\' and
lh.-_', byran o tosr the old house down
nndd lhih' it in the pasturo lot back of
the barn. Tim, who I8 an old bach,

stowed the furnlture away in the
buggy-room and went over to Aunt
Booky Todd's to live till the new house
was done.  Every day he was on hand
doing more work than any twoe of the
carponters, for, said he:

“iit's jl;-u'. ko mother to (‘ll]'!"i]u]i‘-
ing back here before the time's up and
1 wnunt to havae evory thing re-n-iy S0 N8

all

to give hor o genuine surprise.

“Tim's n grood #id
folks.

“Thore nin't many a boy that'd skite
ground the world as he has and come
bauck #and his ma snd not
marey,” #aid Job Hading one evening,
thi

son,” the

i 1
sLiIvR o

as n lot of men wére sitting on the

big platform In front of the store

“No. Look st Guos North," saild
Charley Gibson; "went off and left his
ma nnd sistor to look out for them-
selves and wrote to his sister that he
wis 100 busy 0 come to his ma’s fu-
pernl. ™ -

“Yos." sold Jim Mason., *‘and sont
fifteen dollars w0 buy flowers with
when flowers wns ns cheap as dirt and
his sistor wanting brond, to sSay

nothing of blnck clo'es,”

“Bat Tim got 40 high-toned
he conldn’t come back and keep the
old farm T« Lo
have things, niee, and that's all right.
He enn afford 10 bave n now houge and
he ought to harve it

“And thiat room with the
d'yve-callit—that window

nayer

Hp. O oourse likes

hig w hint-

Liant

“Tim's just slinging on the styls,
ain't he?” said Zeb Watson.

*Yes; but he's doing it for his ma;
he wouldn’t put no bell on the door for
himsell,” replied Job Harding,

After awhile wagon loads of furni-
ture begnn to come—bedstemds with
glats neross them instead ol ropes,
washstands with eunpboards in the bot-
tom, chairs with little holes through
the seats, and two lounges with arms
only at one end of them.

*Where's the front-room set?” Tim
asked of one of the drivers on a fancy
painted wagon.

“We'll bring that out to-morrow,”
he replied.

The next day they brought some
furniture that made the folks' eyes
stnnd right ont of their heads. A big
ouk bedstead with a headboard six
feet tall and a lot of fancy carved
things on it, with never a rope nor a
slat to its name, but a springy sort of
thing mude of bright wire crisscrossed
in nnd out for the real hair mattress to
licon, When Aleck Dempster Iny down
on it after he had helped set it up in
the front room he bobbed up and down
and sald, *Gosh™ und looked as i he
would like to lie right thers and teeter-
tauter the of his days. Then
there wus a washstand just lke the
bed, with a cupboard under it and a
real marble top to it, and a big chair
with the cushions made right into ib—
cushlons all over it—and a sort of
rattan rocking-chalr and a chest of
drawers, or rather a low kind of burasau
with a looking glass on it that showed
you all over to yoursell.

“Waul," said Jabez Duncan, *I
g8 pose that's about the comfortablest
spare room in this country.”™

“That's not a gpare room,” replied
Tim; *thet's mother's room. We're
not going to have any company come
to seo us that deserves a better room
than my mother dges.”

“Gec!” said Jabez. *“So this is for
your ma? Waal, Tim, you're a great
blessing to your ma, that's all I've got
to say.”

“And you haven't writ a word about
it to her?" asked Job Harding.

NG " suid Tim: ] want it all to be

a surprise to hee.”
“Waal, it will be a surprise, sure
emough. I snum, but 1'd like to see
her eyes when she sets 'em onto this
room."”

Gran'ms Polton care back Inst
week, Tim went clear to Buffalo and
met her. Before he went he hired
Lizzie North, who was sort of living
on Aunt Becky, 10 go over and stay at
the new housa and do the work,
causo he said his mother was getting
along in yeuars where she ought not to
work much, und then Lizzie would be
good company for her, too, when he
wis off about his work.

When the stage came in lnst Wednes-

rost

-

duy and Major Watts fetched his
horses up with a short turn and a
flourish of his lines in front of the

store” most ull the folks were either
over there or standing in the doors
looking out, for when Tim went away
he suid he would be back with his
maother that day.

Sure enough, there he was and there
wns Gran'ma Bolton, just as bright
and happy as a good man’s good mother
can be. Everybody crowded up around
her, and the women all kissed her and
told her she was looking ten years
younger (g0 she wns) and the men
sort of sidled nshamed-like around
the edges of the crowd and said “That's
to every thing thoy heard the
Womsen i-*ll-\'.

“Come on, mother,” said Tim; *1
guess they've got dinner ready for us,”

“Yes," said Lizzie North, who had
run over barcheaded, wiping her hands
on her apron and rolling down her
sleoves weoant; “it's all ready
and waiting.” Half the women of the
village had had o hand in making it
ready.

As Gran'ma turned toward home she
gaw the new house.

“Why, Timothy, what is that? she
nsked as if it frightened her,

“Thut's your new house, mother,™
he replied.

The men and women all tried to got
around In front where they could sece
her face.

“0Oh, Timothy!" she said, and therc
she stood stock still and looked at it
Sho couldn’t speak another word. “*Oh,
Timothy!" that was all, and her eyes
wore moist nnd shiny, and o big round
toar just bubbled out and ran down
into the wrinkles of a smile that
didn't seem to want to play about her
mouth.

“IDo you like the
mother? nsked Tim.

“Yes, my dear boy; it is very beau-
tiful, very, but——"

““Never mind the buts, mother. It's
all peid for, und we can afford it. We
might us well spend our money as we
ga, and get some good out of it. Come
along."

Gran'ma Bolton didn't seem to want
t0 move. 5She just wanted fo stand
and look at the beantiful new housa.

Deacon Bibbs' wife nudged Mrs.
Watson behind Gran'ma Bolton, and
the two looked into each other’s eyes
as if to say: *Isn’t she surprised,
though?"

Job Harding, off a little way, said
to Daniel Toppin: “Waal, they can't
nobody say Tim ain't worked thes thing
‘bout right.V

After a little they went over to the

80"

as she

looks of it,

housa,. As the rest walked up the
front steps Lizzie North whispored
something to Mrs. Watson and ran

around 10 the back door tight as she
could ll‘}.!' H,u
“SenP" said Deacon Bibbs® wife.
“Your own name on the door, Sary."
I'im reached for the door-knob.
“Sh!" said Mrs. Watson, as she
pushed his hand away and ganve the
bell-erank half a dozen vigorous turns.
The bell had hardly stopped sound-
ing when the door flew open and Lizzie

"li Fovs

out—that's for Gran'ma Bolton, and
it's the best room in the housoe by ull
odds.”

So they talked onmnd whittled the
odge of the platform asway ovening

witer Sometlmes a disous-
sion nrose o what l!ﬂl‘“\‘nlnr Idoa
Tim had in putting this or that hole in
tho skie or this or that crook in the
snd then they would shut
thelr knives mnd get up and kick out
thelr logs und mosey ovor W0 ask Tim
about i, for ho was always to be found
workinge st the house until dark.

By and by tho housoe was closed in and
all bt tme of the chrpenters went away.
I'henr some plasterers came, then a
wagonload of windows, with bhig panes
of glass in them, only two panes to one
sush, apd after that some doors—one
of them of real black walnut, with a
silver-looking plete and **Mrs. Sarah
Boiton" cut into it And they put s
bell right in the middle of the door—a
now kind of bell that rings by & orank
instond of a knob nnd.wire like Tom

‘FJudson's.

ovening.

ns

t\.urfl all

North stood inside, bowing and
curtsying extravagantly, saying to
Gran'ma Bolton: *“Come right in;

| make yoursell right to home.™

Gran'ma &tepped inside and looked
around and uvp and down und around
ngnin.

“You've come to stay awhile, I guess,
ain’'t you™ sald Lizzie. *“*‘Well, I'll
show you where your room will be
while you're here,” and gayly she led
the way up the wide stairs and into
the front roon where the cak furniture
was ull set up, shiny and not a speck
upon it. Then Lizzie ran down the
back stairs.

While the women, who hsd all
tagged along up-stairs, were helping
gran'ma 0f with “her things they
hardly gave her time to glance at one
thing before they called her atiention
to another.

“Look at a woman that ought to be
perfecily happy.” said Mra. Watson,
dragging Gran’ma before the tall look-
ing-glnss,

*See here!™ sald young Mrs. Everint,

bouncing down on the bed and bobbing
up again.

“Ain't you sshamed! said Aunt
Becky, as she smoothed out the white
counterpane and straightened up a
ruffied pillow that bad toppled over.
Then they all went down-stairs chat-
tering like & flock of blackbirds, point-
ing out this thing, pulling Gran'ma
around to look at that, and finally they
stepped into the dining-room, where
Lizzie was standing by the table with
a clean white apron on and a smudge
of soot across her pretty cheek.
Everybody was as jolly as could be
—everybody but Gran'ma Bolton. Sha
looked tired and kind of sad, but she
smiled and said it was a great surprise
to her and made her very happy-
After dinner Elder Gibson's wife
whispered around among the others
that they all ought to be going; that
Gran'ma was tired and ought to be left
alone. So one by one they went away
and Lizzie North washed up thedishes
while Tim showed his mother all over
the house, and told her what all the
new-fangled things were for.

The next afternoon when I ealled to
see Gran'ma Bolton she sat in a little
old-fashioned rocking-chair that she
had brought in from the buggy-room.
Tim had gone to the city to order a
painting of his father made from an
old ambrotype.

“I like this little chair better thar
any other,” she said. *“It seems i«
sort o' fit me better. I g'pose its be
cause | have sot in it so many years
and rocked all my bables in it."

There was a sorrow in her heart
which I ecould see shining out at hex
ayes.

*“Isn't the new house beautiful?” ]
said, **and the furniture!”

*Yes," she replied, and tears came
Into her eyes.

“What is the matter, Gran'ma?" 1
asked. You do not seem to be happy.”

“Don’t let Timothy know it," she
said; “he is so good. He's tried to de
avery thing for me. He didn't know—
that——"

She raised her apron and wiped her
eyes,

“Dear boy, he didn’t know that this
could'nt never be a—home to me.”

The flood burst and she hid her face
in her apron,

“I musn't never let him know,” she
said, after awhile; “*he thought it was
going to make me so happy!"

“But you will ba used to it pretty
soon,” 1 said, *‘and you will find it
more comfortable than the old house.
You knew you said yoursell last full
that the old house was hardly fit to
pass another winter in.”

“Yes, I know it. It was old and
small, but—but it wns—home."

Sho tried to dry her eyes, but the
tears would bubble up.

“I can’t find nothing in this great
house,” she went on; *there ain't
nothing in the right place. It is all
like 1 was In some strange country
where nobody knew my language and
I ecouldn’t understand nobody else.
This morning I went out to the pusture
to see Brindle and Bessy and the colt,
and it seemed like even they didn't
know me, and I wish I hadn't gone
away at all, and there was the old
house piled up agin the barn, and I
couldn’t a-bear to look at them boards
—that's ull they be now—jest boards
—and while T stood there calling
Brindle, and wondering where her call
could be, Lizzie come down and said
Timothy'd sold it.”

*“Yes; you know you thought you'd
better not raise any more calves,” |
said.

“I know it; It wa'n't Timothy’s
fault; he did it all for the best, and |
could m-stood it better if it hadn't a-
been for the old home piled up there
in a pile by the barn. But you won't
never say nothing to Timothy about
it, will youd"

I promised her that of course Tim
should never hear of it, and told her
she would be all right in a few days.

“No, I won't," she said; *‘them
that's lost their homes at my age
nover get over it I've jest got to
stand it; that's all.™

She made a brava effort to keep back
the tears. I could think of nothing
that I wanted to say, and we sat with-
out speaking a word for some time,
Then Gran'ma said:

“Right a-top of the pile was the
board his pa nailed onto the place by
the old kitchen door where Timothy
chopped it out to git the kittens that
wis born under the house when he
wa'n't six years old, And there was
the very door that had Carlo’s
scratches on it, and the butt'ry win-
dow where I stood knending bread
when I saw Timothy's little brother
full out of the big apple tree and—and
—never say another word bat only
‘mamma’ Just before—he—dled: and
then——"

She could say no more. She buried
her face in her little wrinkled hands
and the tears squeezed through her
fingers nnd dripped on her lap, ns the
new lowud door-bell clanged, and I went
down-stalrs to tell the caller that
Gran'ma was not well enough to be
seen that afternoon.

“My!" said the good Mrs. Watson
who stood there, 1 hope she ain't
going to have n real sick spell. She
mightn't bear it and—my! my!
wouldn't it be just awful if she shonld
—dle just as Tim has got every thing
fixed to make her the happiest woman
in all Tamarnck? — Willis B. Hawkins,
in Chicago Nows.

—_— e

A Nigger in the Wood-Pile.

Mrs. Yerger (who is reading a news-
paper and takes an interestin polities)
—I1 am inclined to think that the meet-
ing of the Czar and the German Em-
peror may result in the seizure of
Montenegro.

Colonel Yerger (who is a little deaf
and is thinking about local politics)—
What's the sense in the police ever-
lastingly grabbing up a few poor ne-
groes who play monte? It's the high-
tonkd white gambling establishments
that should be raided. Let the monte
negroes alone. They backed me up
the last time I ran for alderman.—
Texas Siflings.

—*The fact is,” said a tramp, *]
have read so much about the troubles
in the labor market, that [ am heartily
sick of the whole business, and I made
up my mind long ago that I would
never have any thing to do with labor,
As I am a man who never forsakes hi
principles, T can not work; but if you
have a nice rare steak and a cup of
hot coffee about the premises, I'll de-
vote & few moments to their demoli-
tion."

—An embarrassed young man who
had just been merried by a clergyman
of a city, not kncwing how to express
his gratitude, In handing over s small
fee, said: *1 bope to give you more

pext time ™

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

4n Interesting Sermon on An
Every-Day Bubject.

“Flasters That Will Not Stick,” or World-
1y Philosaphers Versus Christ's Dia-
elples as Ministors to Troub-
led Spirits.

—

The following sermon was "delivered by
Rev. T. DeWitt Ta'mage at East Hamp-
ton, N. Y.. where he is spanding his sum-
mer vacation. His fext was:

Miserabls pomforters are yo all<Job, xvi, 5.

The man of Uz had n great many trials
~the loss of his family, the loss of his
property, the loss of his health; but the
most exasper-ating thing that came upon
him was the tantalizing talk of those who
ought to have sympsathized with him.
Look.ng around upon them, and weigh-
ing what they had said, he ulters the
words of my text

Why did God let sin come into the
world? [t is a question I often hear dis-
cussed, but mnever satisfactorily an-
swared. Gdd made the world fair and
beantiful at the start. If our first par-
ents had not sinned in Eden they might
have gone out of that garden and found
fifty paradises all aronnd the sarth—Eu-
rope, Asin, Afrioa, North and Bouth
America—so many flower gardens, or
orchards of fruit, redolent and luscions.
I suppose that when God poured out the

Gibhon and the Hiddekel, he poured
out, &t the same tims, the Huad-
son, and the BSusquehannnj the

whole earth was very fair and beautifal
to look nupon. Why did it not stay so?
God had the power to keep back sin and
woe. Why did He not keep th em back?
Why not every cloud posente, and every
step a joy, and every sound music, and
all the azes a long jubilee of sinless men
and sinless women? God can make a
rose as easily as He can make a thorn.
Why, then, the predominance of thorns?
He can maks good, fair, rips fruit ns well
as gnarled and sour frult. Why 80 much,
then, that is gnarled and sour? He ocan
make men robust in health. Why, then,
are thers 8o many invalids? Why not
have for our whole raes perpetual leisure,
instead of this tuz and toil and tussle for
a livelihood?

I will tell you why God let sin come nto
the world—when I got on ths other side of
the River of Death. That is the place

where such questions will be answered.

and such mysteries solyved. He who this
side of that river attempis to answer this
question, only illustrates his own igno-
rance and mcompetency., Alll know is
one great ncl and that is, that a herd of
woea have come in upon us, trampling
down every thing fair and beautiful. A
sword at the gate of Eden, and a sword
at every pgate. More peoples under the
ground than on it. The graveyards in
vast majority. The six thousand winters

have made more escarsa than the
six thousand summers can cover
up. Trouble has taken the tender

heart of this world in its two rough hands,
and pinched it until the nations wail with
the agony. If all the mounds of grave-
yards that have been lifted were put side
by side, you might step on them, and
nothing else, going all aronad the world,
and around sgaip, and arcund again.
These are the facts. And now I have to
say that, in a world liks this, the grand-
est oocupation is that of giving condo-
Jence. This holy science of imparting
ecomfort to the troubled we ought all of
us to siundy. There are many of you who
could look around upon some of your
very best friends who wish you well and
are very intslligent, and yet be able
truthfully to say to them in your days of
trouble:

Miserable comforters are ye all.

1 remark, in the firsi place, that very
voluble people are incompetent for the
work of giving comfort. Bildad and
Eliphaz had the gift of language, and
with thelr words alimost bothered Job’s
life out. Alas for these volubla people
that go amony the housss of the afflicted
and talk, and talk, and talk, and taikl
They rehearse their own sorrows and
then theoy tell the poor sufferers that they
feel badly now, but they will feel worse
after awhile, Bilence! Do you expect,
with a thin courtplaster of words, to heal
n wound deop os the soul? Btep very
gently arouvd about a broken heart
Talk very softly around those whom God
has bereft. Then go your way. Deep
sympathy has not much to say. A firm
grasp of the hand, a compassionate look,
just one word that means as much asa
whole dictionary, and you have given,
perhaps, all the comfort that » soul
nesds. A man has a terrible wound in
his arm. The surgeon comes and binds
it up.

“g'ow," he says, “‘carry that arm in a
sling, and be very carefulof ik Letno
one touch it.”

But the neighbors have heard of the ac-
cident, and they coms in, and they say:

“Lat usses it.” And the bandage is
pulled off, and this one aud that one must
feel it, nud see how thuch it Is swollen;
and there is irritation, and inflammation,
and exasperation, whers there ought to be
healing and cooling. The surgeon comes
in and says:

“What does all this mean? You bave
no business to touch these bandages.
That wound will never heal unlesa you
let it alone.”

So there are souls broken down In sor-
row. What they most want I8 rest, or
very careful and gentle treatment; but
the neighbors have heard of the bereava-
ment or.of the loss, and they come in to
sympnathize, and they say:

*Bhow ns now ths wound. What were
his lust words? Rehearse now the whole
gcene. How did you feel when you fonnd
you were an orphan?”

Tearing off the bandages here, and pull-
ing them off there, leaving a glhastly
wound that the balm of God’s graocs had
already begun to heal. Oh, let no loqua~
clous people withever-rattliing tongues go
into the homes of the distressed.

Again, I remark that all thoss persons
are incompetent to give any kind of com-
fort who set merely as worldly phileso-
phers. They come in and say:

“Why, this is what you ought to have
expected. The laws of nature must have
their way ;" and then they get eloguant
over something they have seen in the
post-mortem exsmination. Now, away
with all human philosophy atsucha time!
What difference does it make fo that
father and mother what diseass their son
dled oft He is dend, ond itmakes no dif-
ference whether the troubls was in the
epigastric or hypogastrio reglon. It the
philosopher be of the stoteal school he
will come and say:

“You ought to control your feslings.
You must not ory so. You must culti-
vate & oooler temperament. You maust
nave self-reliance, self-government, self-
control:” an iceberg reproving a hyacinth
for having a drop of dew in Its eye. A
violinist has his iInstrument, and he
sweeps his fingers across the strings,
mow evoking atrains of joy and now
strains of sadness. He oan not play all
the tunes on one string. The human soul
is an Iinstrument of a thousand strings,
and all sorts of emotions were made to

lay on it—now an mnthem, now a dirge.

t i no evidenos of woaknesa when one
Is overcome of sorrow.

Edmund Burke was found in the pasture
feld with his arms around a horse’s neck,
earessing him, and some one sald:

“Why, the great man has lost his
mind!” Nog that horse helonged to his
son, who had recently died. and his great
beart broke over the grief. It is no sign
of weakness that men are overcomse of
their sorrowa. Thank God for the relief
of tears. Have you never besn in trouble
when you could not weep, and you wonld
have given any thing for a good cryl?
David did weil when he mourned for
Absalom; Abraham did well when be be-
moaned Sarah; Christ did well when He
wept for Lasarus, and the last maa I
want to see come anywhere near me whea
1 have any kind of trouble is s worldly
philosopber.,

o lre that those are
mmpakntmgrk'm work of comfort-
bearing who have nothing but cant to
offer. There are thoss who have the ldea

when one cheerful face dawning upon a
man’s sonl is worth one thousand dollars
to him. Do not whine over the aficted.

afrald to smile If you feel llke i Do not
drive any more hearses through that poor
soul. Do mnot tell him the trouble was
fore-ordained; it will not be any comfort
to know it was one million years coming.
1f you want to find splints fora broken
bons, do not take oast iron. Do not tell
them it Is God’s justice that weighs out
grief. They want now to hear of God's
tender mercy. In other words, do mnot
give them aqua fortis when they need
valerian,
WAgain I remark that thoss persons are
poor comforters who have never ha d any
trouble themselves. A larkapur can not
looture on the nature of a snowflake—it
never saw a snowflake; and those people
who have always lived in the summer of
prosperity oan not talk to these who are
frozen in disaster. (God keepa aged peo-
ple in the world, I think, for this wery
work of sympathy. They have been
through all these trials. They know all
that which irritates and all that which
soothes. If thers are men and women
here who have old people In their housse,
or pear at hand so thsat they can oasily
reach them, I congratulate them. Somse
of us have had trials in life, and although
we have had many friends around about
us, weé have wishad that father and
mother wera still alive that wa might go
snd tell them. Perhapa they conld not
say mueh, but it would havs been such a
comlort to have them around. Thna aged
ones who have been all through the trials
of Jife know bhow to give condolence.
Cherish them; let them lean on your arm
—tihese aged people. If, when you speak
to them, they oan not hear just what you
say the first time, and you have to say it
& second time, when you say it the second
time, do not say it sharply. If you do,
you will be sorry for it on the day when
you take the last look and brush back the
silvery locks from tha wrinkled brow just
before they screow the lid on. Blessed be
God for the old people! They may not
have so much strength to go around, but
they are God's appointed ministers of
comfort to a broken heart
People who have not bkad trials them-
selves can not give comfort to others.
They may talk very beautifully, and they
may give you a great deal of poetio seunti-
ment, but while poetry is perfume that
smells sweet, it makes a very poor salve.
If you have a grave in your pathway, and

gome body comes and covers it all ovesh,

with flowers, it 13 a grave yet. Thosa
who have not had grisf themselves know
not the mystery of a broken heart. They
know mnot the meaning of childlessness,
and the having no omne to putto bed at
mnight, or the standing in a room where
every boock aund picture and door is full
of memories—the door-mat whers she
sat, the cup out of which she drank—the
placs where she stood at the door and
clapped her hands—the odd figures that
she scribbled, the blocks she built into a
bouse. Ah, no, you must have troubla
yoursal! befors you can comfort trouble
in others. But come all ye who have
been bereft, and ye who have been com-
forted in your sorrows, and stand around
these afilicted souls, and say to them: “I
had that very sorrow myself. God com-
forted me, and Hewill comfort you,” and
that will go right to the spot. In other
words, to comfort others we must have
faith in God, practical experience, and
good, sonnd common sensa.

But there are three or four comsidera-
tions thnt 1 will bring this morning to
those who are sorrowful and distressed,
and that we can always bring to them,
knowing that they will effect a cure. And
the first consideration is, that God sends
our trouble in love. I often hear people
in their troubles say: “Why, I wonder
what God has against me!” They seem to
think God has some grudge against them
b2eause trouble and misfortune have
ecome, Oh, no. Do you not remember
that passage of Scriptures, “Whom the
Lord loveth He chastenethf” A child
comes in with o very bad splinter iu its
hand, and you try to extractit. Itisa
very painful cperation. The child draws
back from you, but you persist. Yon are
going to take that splinter oaf, so yon
take the child with a gentle but firm
grasp; for although there may be pain in
it, the splinter must come out. And it is
love that dictates 1t and makes you per-
sist. My friends, Ireally think that all
our sorrows in this world are only the
hand of onr Father extracting somse
thorn. If all these sorrows were sent by
enewiss, I would say, arm yourselves
against themj and, as in tropieal climes,
when a tlger comes down from the mount-
ains and carries off a child from the vil-
lage, the neighbors band togather and go
fnto the forest nnd bunt the monater, so I
would have you, if I thought these mis-
fortunes ware sentby enamles, go out and
battle against them. But noj they comse
from a Father so kind, so loving, so gen-
tle, that the prophet, spaaking of His
tenderness nnd mercy, drops the idea of
a Father, and says:

As ona whom his mother scomforteth, so will
I comfort you.

Agnin, I remark, there is ocomfort in
the thought that God, by all this process,
is going to make you useful. Do youn
know that those who accomplish the most
for God and Heaven have all beon nander
the harrow? Show ms a man that has
done any thing for Christin thie day, in a
publie or private place, who has had no
trouble and whose path has been smooti.
Ah, no!

I onee went through an axe fastory, and
I sanw them (ake the bars of iron and
thrust them into the terrible furnaces,
Than beaweated workmen with long tongs
stirred the blaze. Then they brought out
a bar of iron and put itinto a erushing
meachine, and then they put it between
jawas that bit it in twain, Then they
put iton an auvil, and there were great
hammers swung by machinery, each one
s half ton in weight, that went thamp!
thomp! thuamp! If that iron could have
spoken it would have said:

“Why all this beating? Why must I be
pounded any more than auy other ironf!
The workmen would have said:

“We want to make axes out of you,
keeon, sharp axes—axes with which to hew
down the forest, and baild tha ship, and
ereot houses, and carry on a thousand
enterprises of civilization. That’s the
reason we pound you.”

Now, God puts a sonl into ths furnsce
of trial, and then it i3 brought cut and
run through the erushinz machine , and
then i& comes down upon the anvil, and
upon it blow after blow, Blow after blow,
and the sonl orles out:

0 Lord, what docsa all
God says:

“#I want to make somathing very use-
ful out of you. You shall be something
to hew with and something to build with.
It is a practical process through which I
am putting you.”

Yes, my Christian friends, we want
mare toold in the Church of God. Not
more wedges to split with; we have
enough of thesn. Not mors borés with
which 1o drill; we have too many bores,
What we really want is keen, sharp, well-
tompered axoes, and If there be any other
way of making them than in the hot faur-
nnoe, and on the hard anvil, and uader
the heavy hammer, I do not know what it
fs. Hemember that if God brings any
kind of chastissment upon you, it is only
to make you useful. Do notsitdown dis-
couraged, nud say:

“1 have no more reason for living. I
wish I were dead.”

Oh, there never was sc much resson for
your living as now. By this ordeal you
have been consecrated a priest of the
most high God. Go out and do your whole
work for the Master.

Agsain, there is oomfort in the thought
that all our troobles are a revelation,
Have you ever thought of it in that con~
nection? The man who bas never been
through chastisement is ignorant about a
thonsand things in his soul he ounghtto
know. For inostanoe, here is a man who
prides himself on hais chearfulness, with
his fine house, his frilled wardrobe and
weli-strung instruments of musle, and
tapestried parlor, and plenty of money in
the bank walting for some permanent in-
vestment. It is easy for him to be cheer-
ful. But suppose his fortume goes to
pleces, and his house goea down under
the sheriff®s hammer, and the banks will
not have any thing to dho with his p-plur.
Bapposs those pecple who wers once ele-
g‘fuy entertained at his table get so
short-sighted that they cas not recognize
him mpon the street. How then? Is {tso
easy to be cheerful? It is easy to be
chaerful in the home, after the day's
work is done and the gas s turned on,
and the houss is full of rompling Iittls
onscs. Bul suppose ibe pisso ks shus be-

this meant”

is it o ensy? When
aman wakes up and finds that his re-
sources are all gone, hse bogina to rebel,
and hs says:

“God is hard; God is outrageous. He
had no business to do this to me.”

My frisnds, those of us who have besn
through troubla know what a sinful sod
rebelious heart we have and how much
God has to put up with and how much we
need pardon. [tis only o the lightof a
fiaming furnace that we can learn our
own weakness and our own lack of moral
resourna,

Thers is also a graat deal of comfort in |
tho fact that there will be a family recon. |
struction in a better place. From Boot-
iand or England or Ireland a child emi-
grates to this country. It is very hard ;
parting, but he comes, after awhile writ-
ing homa asto what a good land it is.
Another brother comos, a sister comas,
and another, and after awhile the mother
comas, and after awhile thea fathsr comes,
and now thay are all here and they have
o time of great congratulation and a very |
pleasant reunion. Well, it is just so wilh
our families—they are emigrating to a
better land. Now, onagoes out. Uh, how |
hard it is to part with himl Another
goes. Oh, how hard it is to purt with herl |
And another, and another, and wa ours |
solves will after awhile go over, and
then we will be togsther. Oh, what a re-
mnion! Do you believe that? “Yes,”
yom say. Youdo not! You do not be-
Heve it as you believe other things. If |
you did, and with the same emphnsis, |
why, it would take nine.tenths of your
troubla off your heart. The (aot is,
Heaven to many of us isn greatfog. It |
is away off somewhere, fillod with an un- |
certain and indefinlte population., That
is the kind of Heaven that many of us
dream about; but it is the most tremand-
ons fact in all the pniverse—this Heaven |
of the Gospel. Oaur departed friends are |
not afioat. The residence in which yom
live is not so real as the residence in
wihilch they stay. You ars afloat; you do |
not know in the morning what will hap- |
pen before night. They are housed and
safe forever,

“Do not, therefore, pily your departed
friends who have died in Christ. Thoy |
do not need any of your pity. You might
ns well send a lstter of condolencs to |
Queon Vietorla on her obscurity, or to |
the Rothschilds on their poverty, as to
pity those who have won the palm. Do |
not say of those who are dopartad: “Poor
child!™ *Poor father!’” “Poor mother!” |
They are not poor. Yom are poor—you |
whose homes have been shattered-—mot
they. You do not dweil mueh with your |
familles in this world. All day long you |
are off to business. Will it not be pleas- |
ant when youn oan be together all the |
while? If you have bad four children and |
one i3 gone, and any body asks
how many ohildren youn have, do not be
80 infidel as to say threa. Bay four—one
in Heaven. Do you think that the grave
18 unfriendly? You go into your woom |
and dress for somsa pgrand entertain-
ment, and you come forth beautifally ap-
pareled; and the grave is tha only piaoce
where we go to dress for the glorlous
resurrection, and we will eomes out
radiant, radiant, mortallty having be-
comn immortality. Oh, how much oon-
dolence there is in this thonght! I ex-
pect to see my kindred in Heaven; Iex-
pect to see them as certalnly as I expect
to go homs to-day. Aye, I shall more
cortainly see thsm. REight or ten will
come up from the graveyard back of
Bomervills, and one will coms up from
the mountnins back of Amoy, Chinny and
another will come mp from the sea off
Cape Hatteras; and thirty will ocome up
from Greemwood; and I shanll know
tham bettar than I nevar knaw
them here. And your friends—they
may be ncross the sea, but the
trumpet that sonnds here will sound
there. You will comoe np on just the snme |
day. Bome morning you have overzlept
vourself, and you open your ayes and see
that the sun is high in ths heavenr, and
yon say: *‘Ihave oversispt nnd I must
be up and off.” Bo youn will open your
eyes on the morning of the resurrection,
in the full blage of God’s light, and yon
will say: “I must be up and away.” Oh,
yes; you will coms up, and thsre will be
a reunion, a reconstruction of your fami-
ly. I like what Haliburton, I think 1t was
—goad old Mr. Haliburton—said in his
last momenis: “I thank God that I ever
lived, and that I have nfather In Heav-
en, sadn mother in Heaven, and broth-
ers in Heaven, and sisters in Heaven,
and I am going up to see them.

I remark omnoe more: Our froubles in
this world are preparstive for glory.
What a transition it was for Paul—from |
the alippery dack of a foundering ship to |
the ealm presence of Jesus! What a
transition it was for Latimer—from the
stake to the throne! Whata transition |
it was for Robert Hall—from iunssnity to
glory!l What a transition it was for
Richard Baxter—from the dropsy to tha |
“zaint’a everlasting rest!” And whata |
transition it will be for you—from a world
of sorrow to a world of joy!' John Hol.

| dyspepsia, feebloness,

How to Help Your Digeastion.

Almost every day we feel the unploasant
sensations of Indigestion. Try Aivcoox's
Poxouvs Prasters and be relleved. J. F.
Davenport, of Canarsio, New York, writes:

I have been very much troubled with n
violent pain below my chest bone. I was
told by several physicians that it was
rheumatism of the disphragm. 1\ resulted
from cold and exposure. I had very little
appetite and digested my food with great
difficulty., I placed one ALrcook's Ponouvs
Praster below the breast bone and twoe on
each side. In the coursa of twenty-four
hours all pain ceased, and I was able to
eat and digest a good square meal, some.
thing I had not done before in two weeks.
I got better constantly, and at the end of
seven days found myself entirely well
Since then I bave used Avzcoox’s Ponovs
Prasteus for colds, coughs and paius in
my side, and I bave always found them
quick and effoctive.

Soxas without words—those which the
mosguito sings.

Is Prickry Asw Birress good for any-
thing? Read what Frank Griggsby, of
Dodge City, Kas,, saya: * For three years I
sufferod from a disease that my physicinns
pronounced incurable. My Triends had
given me up to die, when 1 was induced to
try your remedy. I took it for three months
and have gained 82 pounds in weight. Am
awell man and Prickly Ash Bitters saved
my life. I am under life-long obligations to
this medicine, and will never ceaso to ree-
ommend it.""

Tan book reviewer, unlike other literary
mon, can do his hest work when o & orit-
ical condition. —Life.

Henlth Soon Suffers
If the kidoeys and bladder become chron-
jcally inactive. A healthful stimulus, which
falls short of irritation, but is vet sufficient,
is communiosted to the importsut organs
with Hostetter's Stomach Bitters, poariess,
also, among remodies for malarial fever,
i rheumatism and
liver complaint. It is & most convenient
household restorative and tonic.

= o =

Divorces would be unknewn If there
wos a8 much courting after tnarrisge us
before,

E. P. Ror's autoblography and last story,
“Queen of Spades," complela in Lippineotl's
Magazine for Uct., ready Sept. 20 For sale ev-
ervwhere,or mailed to any sddress on receipt
of 25 centa, Livrxcorr's Magamxe, Phila,

-

“HawxpsoMmE Is ax= handsome does," but
ftisn't always that bandsomé does ws
bandsome is. —Rochester Post-Express.

An, it rwixee! You're rheumatic,
Seak relief from Glenn's Sulphur Soap.
Hill's Hair and Whisker Dye, b0c.

e b

17 is the middle-aged man whoss inoreas-
Ing girth tells aim whast the waist of tlme
Is.—Bostin PBulletin,

FREE! A 3-foot French Glass, Oval
Front, Nickle or Cherry Cigar Case, Men-
CHANTS ONLY. R.W.TaxsiLL & Co.,Clilcago

Ix Ireland. at least, a potato patch s
seldom suocessful in covering a rent. —Neow

Maven News.
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Ir aMicted with Bore Eyes usa Dr, Tsane
Thompson’s Eye Water. Druggists sell 1L 25c

Brilliant !
Durable!
Economical!

Diamond Dyes excel al) others
in Strength, Purity and Fastness,
None other are just as good. Be-
ware of imitations, because they
are made of cheap and inferior
materials, and give poor, weak,
crocky colors. To be sure of
success, use only the Diamonp
Dves for coloring Dresses, Stock-
ings, Yarns, Carpets, Feathers,
Ribbons, &ec., &c, We warrant
them to color more goods, pack-
age for package, than any other
dyes ever made, and to give more
brilliant and durable colors. Ask
for the Diamond and take no other,

A Dress Dyed e
A Coat Colored Io
Garments Renewed CENTS.

A Child can use them!

At Druggists and Merchants, Dye Book free,

WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO.,

BURLINGCTON VERMANT

land, when he was dying, sald:

“What means this brightness in the
room? Have you lighted the candlosp

*No," they replied, “we have not lighted
any candles,” Then sald he:

“Welcomo Heaven!” the light niready
beaming upon his pillow. O ye& who are
persecuted in this world, your onsmiles
will get off the track aXter awhile, and all
will speak well of you nmong the thrones,
Hol y» who are sick now, no medicines to
take thera. One breath of the eternal
hills will thrill you with immortal vigor.
And ye who are lonesume now, there will
be o thousana spirity to welcome you into
thelr companionship. O ve bereft soulsl
thers will bo no grave-digger's spade
that will cloave the side of that hill, and
thers will be no dirgs walling front” that
temple., The river of God, desp aa the
joy of Hanven, will roil on between banks
odn’ ons with balm, and over depths bright
with jewels, and under skies roseata with
glandaess, argosies of light golng down
the stream to the stroke of glittering ounr
and the song of nogels! Notojne sigh in |
the windj not ons tear mingling with the
waters. .

There shall T bathe my wosry soul
In sens of heaanly rest,

And pot s wave «. troubvle roll
Across my peaceful breast,

WOMEN IN EUROPE.

Why Amerlean Girls Should Give Thanlks
for Being Born In This Country.

A somewhat extravagant speaker once
declared that he considered the duty of
every Amorican-born cliizen to thank God,
night and mornlng, that he had been bora
in this couatry. If he had said every
woman, be would have been nearer the
truth. -

Thoers Is no occuntry in the world where
women have an éasier time or aro treated
with more respect. Iu Great Britaln wommen
and girls work in the coal mines; inall con-

It has permanently cured TIHOUSANDS
of cases pronpunced by doctors hope-
less. If you have premonitory symjp-
toms, such as Cough, Diflienlfy of
Broathing, &o., don’t delay, but use
PISO'S CURE sor CONSUMPTION
immediately. By Druggisls, 25 cents,

$, 82,83, 84 or §5
nE e herlotty "late
|;":.a.:'-'hl8!! F-l.lrmnm
LY AND CARRFULLY

SEIN I

| ruT UP, Addraess

FLOYD & MOONEY, MEMPHIS.

B FAME THIR PAFER seaty tas oo writm

Ely's Cream Balm

Y nnod., 46 Warrea b, N. Y.

o avpetite; Indigeptinms Gowns” 100
ing fMesh, you will find

’ @ Pl r
::: r:ak [ o‘uh and lmzl ur l==
41 ing ene on. Nuflfevern
mental or physicnl overwook will f
relief from them. Nicely sugar

SOLD EVERYWHERE, ~

URIFY YOUR
BLOOD.

Bul do not use the dangerous Alkall dnd
Mercurial preparations which destroy your
nervous system and ruin the digestive pow-
er of tha stomach. The Vegetable King-
dom gives us the best and salest remedial
agencies. Dr. Sherman devoled lhe greater
part ol his I'fa to the discovery ol this refla-
ble and safe remedy, and all its ingrodionts
are vegolable. He gave it the name of

Prickly Ash Bitters!

i name every on@ can remember, and to the
present day nothing has been discovered that
is 5o beneficial for the Blood, for the Liver,
for the Kidneys and for the Stomach. This
remedy is now 5o well and favorably known

by all who have used il that argument as
to its merits is useless, and if olhors who
require a corrective to the system would
but give il a trial the heallh of this couns
iry would be vastly improved. Remember
the name—PRICKLY ASH BITTERS. Ask
your druggist for il. ~

PRICKLY ASH BITTERS CO.,

fole Proprietors, ST. LOUIS, MO.
The BUYRES'GUIDE is
fssued March and Bapl,
each yoar., It is wn enoys
clopodia of useful infor.
mation for all who pur.
chase the luxuries or tha
nocessition of life. We
ean olothe you and furnish you wilth
all the necsssary and unnocessary
spplinnces to ride, walk, danoe, sipep,
eat, fish, hunt, work, go to churoh,
or stay at homa, and in various sises,
styles and quantities, Jost figure out
:ﬂ?;&i{:gu;md(}o do all thmlhl.m

LY, and you can e

estimate of the value of the BUYRERS
GUIDE, which will be sent upon
receipt of 10 conis to pay postage,

MONTGOMERY WARD & CQ.
111-114 Michigan Avenus, Chioago, Ill.
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Wholly walike artiflolal sysloms. —
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EAGLE COTTON GINS.
THEY ARE THE BEST.

Ootton Preases, Feoders and Uondensers.

FP FOR COMPLETR QUTPIY WRITE
C. €. Glover & Co., 8056 Frowt St., Homphls, Tonn,
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BETHLEHEM ACADEMY,
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Thte [natitntion s eandustied ‘h{ 1he Tiaters 0f
ChariLy from Nazaroth, Ky. Heastifully sijosied,
eativetlnnt to the ralroad aed Bve tinties walk
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tinental oountriss they are litila better
thaa beasts of burdon, whilo in Asia and
Africa they are simply slaves,

Evon in the republio of Switzerland, no
sooner ars girls largs enough W posseas
the requisite physical strength than they
are sot to the most servile work the land
affords. The child has a panler baskes
fitted to her shoulders at Lthe earliest poasl-
ble moment, snd she drops it only when
old nge, promature but merciful, robs her
of power to carry It longer. Bweet little
giris of twelve to fourloon can be seen
staggering down & mouniain side or along
a rough pathway undar the weight of bua-
dies of fagots as large as their bodies,
which they have no sooner dropped than
they are hurried back for others.

Girls of fAfteen or sizxteen ocan be seen
barefoolsd and bareheaded, In the blister.
ing rays of an August sun, breaking up
the ground by swinging mattocks heavy
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epough o tax the strength of an able-
bodied man, and it is not unusual for &
girl of sixteen to bo employod s u portor
for carrying the baggage of travelers up
and down the ateepest mountalin path in all

the region round about
The abie-bodied, stoul-limbed guides are
by the law, 5o that they can not
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be compelled to carry above twenty-five
but the law does not concarn [Laslf
with girls. The only limit Lo their burdens
fs their ability to stsod up undar them.
And the burden {nocreases with thair age
and strength, zatil there s no sort of me
niad toil in which they are not engaged.
Are not theses things snough to make
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